his neatly brushed grey hair, his pince-nez, his striped trousers
and morning coat. One day, opening the morning mail, I
threw into the wastepaper basket an envelope containing a
cheque. A summons to the presence, words of stern reproach
that I could be so forgetful of all that had been done for me.
I was fifteen. I fetched my overcoat and walked along Essex
Street, under the archway, down the steps, through the passage
where the blind man stands, to the Embankment, A cold
November sun glinted on the Thames. I stopped to contem-
plate His Majesty's Ship President., that stationary barque
where city clerks of a seafaring bent do physical jerks in the
evenings as Naval Volunteers. How many generations of office
boys have woven their dreams about the President) wished that
it would suddenly leave its moorings and take them with it,
far away to a world of spacious skies and sunny strands.

Then I went on, across Blackfriars Bridge, bound for Dover.
The London Docks never occurred to me, so hamstrung is the
mind of a London boy; he may work for years alongside the
Thames at Blackfriars and never know where are the docks or
how to get to them, never see the steamers white and gold but
only dull barges trailing behind puffing tugs. Dover was the
place for a boy who meant to run away to sea. Running away
to sea was a brave, flashing jewel that I had long kept in a
private casket at the back of my mind. But now that the
moment had come I found that it was not easy. How did you
run away to sea? I did not know. At last the word 'Dover'
suggested itself. It had a salty tang; the Dover Road was a
romantic place, a good approach to so great an undertaking,
with a sinister inn where strange adventures, as I remembered
from a breathless evening at the Lyceum, had befallen Henry
Irving. At Dover would be ships.

So Dover it was, I knew that it lay vaguely somewhere south-
east of London, so I tacked to port at the end of Blackfriars
Bridge and set my course for Southwark and the Old Kent
Road. I had but a few pence* A pawnbroker in a side street
gave me three shillings for my overcoat. In brown suit, shiny
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